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DRAMATIS PERSONE. 


| Zorinſki, + - Mr. Barrymore. 
Rodomſco . Mr. Benſley. | 
Radzano, +» « Mr. C. Kemble, ; 
Zarno, »- - W. Banniſter, Jun. 
O'Curragh, - Mr. Jobnſtone, 
Amalekite, - » A; Sun. 

Witzki, - Vr. Fawcett. 
Naclo, - 4. Caulfield. 


ö Roſolia, "a: - — Ars. Kemble. 


Red  - - an” 
Winifred, * - | Mrs. Bland. 


' Peaſants, Soldiers, Aſaſſms, &c | 
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SONGS, DUETS, CHORUSSES, Sr. 
IN 
ZORINSKI 
4 25 48. 
| * | 5 


IW THREE ACTS. 


ACT I. 


| Chorus of Peaſants. 


HAiL! mighty King! 
"Tis love that elevates our ſtrains, 
*Tis joy the ſwelling note ſuſtains, 

To thee we call. 
Welcome as the God of day, 
Who pours his animating ray 

Alike on all. 
Hail! mighty King! 


SONG 


Courteous ſtranger, 
Now free from danger, 
And laughing at departed care and labovr, 
Thy cares unbending, 


Thy journey ending, BS. 
Now friſk it to the merry pipe and tabor. 


„ 
Welcome ſtranger, welcome here, 
An humble welcome but ſincere ; 
From the lowly ſlaves receive 
All, alas! they have to give. 
Covrteous ſtranger, &c. 


111. 
May the favage beaſt of prey, : 
Ne'er croſs thee on thy lonely way, 
And, returning, may'ſt thou find, - 
Thy friend fincere, thy miſtreſs kind. 
Courteous ſtranger, &c, 


SONG 


"0 D-Y 


'SON G:—OCvnnacn, 
( 4t the dead of the night.) 

At the dead of the night, when by whiſky 
inſpired, 

etty Katy F lannigan, my ſenſes . 
h 

I tapped at her window, when thus ſhe began, 

Oh ! what the devil are you at ?—get out 


ou — 
aw | 
1 gave her a look, oh, as fly as a thief, 

Or when hungry, I'd view a fine firloin 
My heart is th hot, ſays I, but cold is my 
ſking” ©2571 11 

So pretty Mrs. F lannigan—oh, won't you 
let me in? 


{ 


111. 

She opening the wy [ far down by the 
fire, | 

And ſoon was relieved from the wet add and 
NC. 

And I pleaſed her fo mightily, that e'er it 
was day, 

7 | ſtole poor Katty's tender heart, and 10 trip- 
* away. | 
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( w ) 
DUET—Zarno and RAchEL. 


Rache. 


When firſt this little beart began 
To ſeel an impulſe tender, 5 

You ſlily came, too faithleſs map, 
And taught it to ſurrender. | 


- # 


0 


That dear reproach, which a to l 
The conqueſt it confeſſes, 


By words alone affects to hide . | 
What every look expreſſes. 3 5 l 
Born. | 140 
Then let us hope for the wedding day, 
When we may merry make O, 
2; RACHEL, 277 ' - 


== ves 4a 
Care away—Zarno near, 


Lip to Up- Rachel hear: 
Born. 3 
And when to church we hie away, 


Ding dong, ding dong, ding dong will 2, 
The merry bells at Cracow. | 


RACHEL 


C um ) 


RACHEL. 


Sweet hours of love, but ſhort as ſweet, 
For Rachel's bloom muſt alter, | 

And Zarnoy other girls may meet, 
And then his love may faulter. 


Zarno | 
My love will laſt while life endures, 
Tho' Rachel look not younger, 
For time, that lighter paſſions cures, _ 
Will rivet mine the ſtronger. 
| Born. 
Then let us hope, &c. 
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ACT IT. 
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— 


8 O N G Zeno. 


Goo bye my fellow devils dear, 


Fal, lal, lal, &c. 
Long time I have deen pickling here, 
Adieu! adieu! adieu! 
O weep not friends becauſe I go, 
Reſtrain your briny drops of woe. 
Unmanly weeping is a fault, 
And tears like your's, are wondrous falt, 
Fal, lal, lal, &c. 


11. 
The Mine has made me pale and wan; ; 
Fal, lal, lal, &c. 
Salt cures a hog, but kills a man, 
Adieu! adieu! adieu! 
I hope your liquor may be found 
Not very dead, though under ground; 
So reſt ye merry, while I go, | 
And thus I quit the ſhades below. 


Fal, lal, lal, &c. 
| DUET 


( 3 ) 
- DUE T.—WinrrzxeD and Wrrzxt. 
Wixirxko. 
A Piper o'er the meadows ſtraying, 
Met a ſimple maid a maying, 
Straight he won her heart by playing; 
Fal de ral, Kc. BY 
Wedded, ſoon each tone grew teazing, 
Fal de ral, &c. | 


His Pipe had loſt the power of pleaſing, 
f Fal de ral, &c. 


WirTzk1. | 

| Wedlock's laws are hard and griping, 

Women fretful—arts are ripe in, 

*T was his wife that ſpoil'd his piping, 
Fal de ral, &c. 

Her ſhrill note marr'd every ſonnet, 
Fal de ral, &c. 

And crack'd his pipe, depend upon it, + 
Fal de ral, &c. 


WinirRep, 
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Winirned. 
Silly wives too late diſcover, 
When the honey moon is over, 
Harſh grows every piping lover, 
Fal de ral, &c. 


WiTZKr. 


Zounds | why tcaze, morn, night, and noon 
nov, | 


With fal de ral, &c. 


Win1FRED. 


Your pipe, my dear, is out of tune now, 


Fal de ral, &c. 


BoTH, 


| Why then teaze, morn, night, and noon 


now ? 


Fal de ral, &c. 


SONG. 


EC is } 
SONG any CHORUS. 


Wirzxi, WinirrED, ZARNO, RACHEL, 
and O*Cuxracn. 


WIrzRI. 


No longer a ninny, 

But Lord of my mill, 

With my jug and my Winny, 
Full Jorums I'll ſwill. 


| Wixikio. 
Ever conſtant and donde, 
Your Winifred ſhall prove, 
And, without e' en a grumble, 
Obediently love. | 
CHORUS: 
La, la, la, &co. 
RaCHEL, 
In a falt mine ſodrearily, 
Of the dumps you'd your ſwing, | | 
But now briſk and cheerily, 
With Rachel you ſing, 


ZARNO, 
> | 


(6 ) 
ZARNO, 
1 N Let the tabor go bing bang, 
The pipe ſhrilly play, 
The ſweet guitar go ting tang, 
On Zarno's wedding day. 
1 CHORUS. 
TY la, la, &c. 
OCCunx an. 
Then dance, ſing, and caper, 
Ye merry men lo gay, | 
And while briſkly plays the . 
For _ huzzal _ | 
Then dance, ſing, and caper, 
Ye merry men ſo gay, &. 


| CHORUS of ASSASSINS. 
| While the hideous night is ſcowling, 


'F While the-ſavage bear is growling, 


i Throꝰ the diſmal foreſts prowling, 
| Firſt with ſtealing ſtep, and huſh, 
| Then, like a torrent, on we ruſh, 
| And Immolate our foe. 
| i T 
END OF ACT 11. 


ACT III. 


SONG—Winratp. 


Tu AN envied Monarchs happier ſtill, 
O! happier far, the Peaſant, 
No treaſon lurks around his mill, 
No terror breaks his ſlumbers pleaſant. 
Yet one mult fill the regal ſeat, 
With care inceſſant prefling, 
F'en to preſerve thoſe ſlumbers ſweet, 
His lowly, happy cottage, bleſſing. 
1 
Then fly not now, O gentle ſleep, 
Fly not our humble dwelling, 
His anguiſh in oblivion ſteep, 
The image of the paſt repelling, 
| And ſuch ſoft viſions of delight, 
From airy fancy borrow, | 
As he deſerves, whoſe watchful night 


From us poor Peaſants, drives forth _ 


ſorrow. 


D FINALE. 
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Cnorus or SOLDIERS, 


Let the loud rattling drum and the trum- 
pet's ſhrill clang, 
That in battle our heroes have nerved; 
Now aid the rough ſoldier ip rapturous ſong, 
For his King and his country preſerved. 


PEASANTS. 
Let the happy peaſant join, 
And his humble lay combine, 
While joy in every face ſhall ſbine, 
Throughout the realm of Poland. 


Every honeſt tongue ſhall ſing, 
Every happy valley ring, 

For Heaven has reſtor'd our King, 
And happineſs to Poland. 


Zarno, 
Bleſſed with Peace and Liberty, 
My life ſhall paſs in merry glee, 
With little Zarnos on my knee, 
And Rachel dear fo clever, 
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WINITRED. 
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N 
WiIxItrxzp and RAchxL. 
Should our artleſs ſtory move, 
And you, our valued friends approve, 
With warmeſt gratitude and love, 
We are your ſlaves for ever. 


CHORUS. 
Let the happy Peaſant, &c. 
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